CHAPTER 186 


October 30, 2011 


“You know, squirming is only going to make this harder.” 


So it was the day. Yes THAT day. The day where Justin and all the other guys were 
going to lose their manhood in front of the entire school. You might as well have just 
castrated the guy; at least that would be over quickly, and debatably less painful. At 
the moment, all of the guys had been isolated in a room alone with their respective 
make-up artists. In this case Chie was doing Justin’s, though he would not stop 
moving anytime she went to put make-up on. It was like counting to three than 
chickening out on three because you realized what happened on three was actually 
terrible. Needless to say, Chie wasn’t exactly making much progress getting Justin 
ready for the event, which was actually kind of irritating, even if she wasn’t 
particularly looking forward to sending Justin on stage looking like a girl anyway. 


“No. Screw it. I’m not doing this. | REFUSE to put that shit on.” Justin finally 
declared, deciding he was done trying to go through with this, jumping out of the 
chair just in case Chie was fed up enough to apply it anyway. She was kind of pissed 
off that Justin kept wasting her time like that, but she did understand why he 
wouldn’t want to put that shit on, so she couldn’t be TOO mad. She just sighed 
before dropping the make-up kit she had managed to borrow from Yukiko to the 
side. 


“You have to though; they’Il hold you back if you back out now.” Chie remarked 
with concern. Justin highly doubted they’d actually hold him back a year for not 
wanting to cross-dress, at least, not unless they wanted a law-suit on their hands; 
but then, Justin wasn’t exactly in great disciplinary standings after that whole 
incident with Ai, so he wouldn’t even rule it out at this point. Justin crossed his arms, 
pushing his ass into the desk behind him as he contemplated the matter. 


“There’s gotta be SOME way out of this...” Justin muttered to himself, rubbing at the 
stubble around his chin as he tried to find an excuse not to have to do this. That 
was another problem in its own right; the fact that Justin very much did have facial 
hair. If they were going to dress him up like a chick, that was going to have to go, 
and quite frankly while Justin wouldn’t mind shaving, Chie seemed to like it, so he 
had no intention of getting rid of the hair along his chin. But regardless, the two 
simply sat there, trying to use all the brain power at their disposal to think of a way 
out of this; not only for Justin, but also Chie, since whatever excuse Justin could 
think of could probably double for her, right? Well Chie wasn’t so lucky in that 
regard; though Justin certainly was when inspiration walked right through that door. 
No, seriously. Right through it. 


While the two had been thinking on the matter, Maya had waltzed in with a huge 
stack of paperwork. After finding out the day prior that Maya could attend school for 
free... Well, | don’t think there was any doubt that she wanted in on that. She had 
went to the office to get any paperwork she’d need to apply for the school year, as 
well as paperwork pertaining to her disability. Seemed she had a LOT of shit to fill 
out for her transfer; and that wasn’t even getting into what grade she was supposed 
to go into. Was it going to be based on her age or what she completed? Because if 
it’s the latter, she technically shouldn’t even be going to high-school in the first 
place. “Holy crap that’s a lot of paperwork.” Justin remarked as Maya made her way 
in the room, eyes on the paper the entire time. 


“No kidding. I’m still trying to figure out what DOB means.” Maya signed off to the 
boy, taking a seat in one of the free empty desks beside Justin and Chie. Justin still 
hadn’t imparted the good news on the others yet; figured it would be a surprise 
when she walked into school once the paperwork cleared, so Chie was a little 
confused what all the forms were for. 


“...Date of birth.” Justin clarified for Maya with a slightly exasperated tone of voice. 
You would have thought that would be obvious, but apparently not. Maya blushed 
with embarrassment as Justin pointed out the stupidity of her inquiry. Of course it 
was date of birth; how the hell did she overlook that? 


“Right. | knew that.” She signed off before throwing the papers onto the desk and 
scribbling her birthday down. Justin couldn’t help but smirk and shake his head a bit 
before turning his attention back to Chie. They still needed an idea on how to get 
him out of having to do this. But what? At this point the only way they were going to 
get Justin out of this was if he had an identical twin who just so happened to want to 
take his pla... 


Wait a second... 


Justin got up from his seat, slowly turning his eyes over to where Maya had been 
sitting a moment earlier. She was standing up for the time being, crouched over the 
desk to scribble something down. This was probably a really stupid idea, but Justin 
thought he might be onto something. He quickly hopped up from his desk and made 
his way beside Maya, trying to measure his height against hers using his hand. 
Maya didn’t really notice when he first started doing it, but she definitely noticed 
once he started waving his hands around trying to get an idea of her height. She 
was roughly the same height as Justin, maybe a little shorter; but not too much to 
make a difference. Maya spun around slowly after a moment, trying to figure out 
what in the hell it was Justin was doing behind her back. 


“What the hell are you doing?” She inquired, a kind of annoyed expression on her 
face. She didn’t know a damn thing about the two pageants going on today, so she 
wasn't really able to put two and two together. Justin just rubbed his chin a bit. 
Obviously as it stood Maya didn’t really look too much like Justin; the obvious 


differences being in hair color and eye color. But eye color was a subtle enough 
thing that no one would really notice just standing in the audience, and hair color 
could easily be remedied with some hair dye. Obviously Maya liked her natural hair 
color, but it’s not like they couldn’t just wash that shit out after the show anyway 
right? The freckles could be hid away with enough make up, no problem; and since 
Maya always wore that baggy hoodie, her... uh... feminine curves, shall we say, 
wouldn’t show through enough to give away that it totally wasn’t a guy in her 
position. The only thing that couldn’t really be remedied was the jawline, but | 
imagine that wouldn’t be too much of a problem; no one was going to care about 
that in a cross-dressing contest anyway. If anything, it would get Justin bonus 
points. 


“Hey Maya... How would you like to do me a favor?” 


“Ladies and gentlemen! We now begin the second day of the Culture Festival with 
the ever-popular "Miss" Yasogami Pageant!” 


It was time, and the gears were now spinning with no signs of stopping. No backing 
out now for any of them. Which is why it was great Justin had backed out far before 
they had to take the stage. You know, it was surprisingly easy to get Maya to agree 
to this; despite the fact that she was a little insulted at first After all, replacing a guy 
in a beauty pageant? What was Justin trying to say, that she looked like a dude? 
Because he could think of a certain someone in Justin’s life that passed a lot easier 
for a guy than she did. But it didn’t matter, she agreed anyway; after all, she was in 
a pretty damn good mood thanks to the news yesterday, she could deal with 
something like this for a few moments if it served as a thanks to Justin for bringing 
her into drum yesterday. If he hadn’t... well, they’d probably never know about the 
school’s policies regarding the disabled. 


“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Maya questioned, peeking out from around the 
curtain to the stage. The guys were supposed to enter from the other side; but alas, 
they would obviously recognize Maya immediately and throw a bitchy fit about 
Justin backing out of this when they still had to do it. Maybe they should have asked 
Maya to take their place first. Unless you were Kanji in which case you had NO 
chance of Maya being able to imitate you. Justin smiled a bit, a reassuring pat of her 
shoulder to give her the confidence to go through with this. 


“You'll be great | promise.” Justin remarked. | mean, granted, she was a competing 
against a bunch of guys, so she was going to win anyway (at least, she damn well 
better), but it was always nice to have moral support on something like that. Maya 
smiled before backing away from the curtain slightly, waiting to end up getting 
called on stage. She’d probably have to run around to the other side once Yu made 
his way on stage so she didn’t mess around with the way this event was 
coordinated. “Besides; you look good as a blonde.” 


“I'll stick with brunette.” She signed off. It was hard to tell when she was being 
sarcastic or not through sign-language, but there were little things she did with her 
facial expression that made it clear when she was trying to be a smartass. Not that 
she didn’t prefer her natural hair color mind you; but it wasn’t really that big of a 
deal either way. 


“Let's get right down to it and introduce our first contestant! She's a runaway 
express train who's Inaba born and bred, and can kill with both her fists and her 
looks! Presenting Kanji-chan of the first-year Class 3!” The announcer, who was 
wearing a pink afro for some ungodly reason, announced, extending his hand out 
towards the other end of the stage. At first Justin had expected Kanji to MAYBE be 
able to pull it off, if only because Rise was in charge of his makeup and shit, but 
then he remembered that Kanji was... Kind of a walking behemoth. Cross-dressing 
and him just never was going to work out. Maya and Justin’s jaws practically hit the 
floor as Kanji stepped out. Justin actually wanted to hurl. He looked like Marilyn 
Monroe, if Marilyn Monroe were a transvestite. 


“Can... Can we just give you the trophy now and save ourselves the horror of 
whatever Yosuke and Yu look like?” Justin proposed, never more serious in his life. 
He was never going to be able to look at Kanji the same way. At the very least, it 
seemed he was well aware that how he looked wasn’t exactly... well... attractive in 
any sense of the word. If anything, it was the exact opposite. So | guess that was a 
bright side. Maya just stuck her tongue out, scrapping it against the top of her teeth 
as if trying to get the awful taste this image had left in her mouth out. What was the 
taste? Rotten cereal and vomit. Speaking of, she really needed to start checking 
expiration dates before she ate food. 


“Now, don't rip me apart for asking, but... What would you say is your best 
feature?” The announcer went on as Kanji took the stage, a look if disgruntlement 
and annoyance on Kanji’s face the entire time. It was a wonder the announcer 
hadn’t just slit his wrists and ended the pain of staring Kanji down when he was 
dressed like this. He was way too enthusiastic. Kanji stared at the announcer with 
annoyance for a moment a ‘seriously?’ expression on his face as if he couldn’t 
believe this guy was REALLY taking this seriously. Just let this be over and done with 
dammit. 


“\..My eyes?” Kanji remarked sarcastically after a moment. He didn’t really want to 
give an answer, but it seemed this wasn’t going to be done with until he played 
along with this charade. 


“Whoa! A conventional answer from this all-too-unconventional beauty!” The 
announcer remarked snidely. It was amazing that Kanji was able to restrain himself 
from punching that fucker in the face. This was bad enough without him trying to be 
a smart ass the entire time. But alas, as much as Kanji wanted to strangle the 
bastard, the show must go on. He should just be happy the spotlight would be off 


him for the rest of the show. “After such a strong start, | don't know how much of a 
chance the others have, but here's our second contestant! An eloquent heiress of 
the noble Junes, she's pure disappointment from the moment she opens her 
mouth!” 


“I'll say.” 


“Presenting Yosuke-chan of the second-year Class 2!” And with that, Yosuke quickly 
made his way out on stage, though also kind of stiffly at the same time; like his legs 
did not want to move and it was taking pure willpower to push on. Which was 
probably true in retrospect. So remember how | said Kanji’s outfit was absolutely 
horrifying? That was partially because of the overuse of blush on Rise’s part, but 
Yosuke... Oh god Yosuke took the cake. It wasn’t even just the over abundance of 
makeup, it was the whole outfit. Hell, he even had a pin in his hair just having a 
random length of hair sticking up for no reason. Why? Because it was ‘girly.’ That’s 
what he believed anyway. In actuality it was nauseating. Justin felt dirty just 
watching this stuff; and that wasn’t even getting into Maya’s reaction. She was in 
love with an idiot from the looks of it. 


“H-Hi...” Yosuke introduced himself timidly, again trying to imitate a girl’s voice. 
That was probably the worst part about Yosuke’s little charade here. As much as he 
didn’t want to be there, he was actively TRYING to act like a girl. At least Kanji was 
making it clear this wasn’t voluntary; Yosuke was making it hard to decide if he 
wanted to do this or not. 


“Now, you look ready to win in that outfit... Do you often dress like this?” The 
announcer continued to openly mock the contestants. | think he had caught on by 
now that none of the people here had actually signed themselves up, and rather 
than go easy on the poor souls, he was going to be a sadist and make the 
experience as excruciatingly painful for everyone as possible. 


“Hell no!” Yosuke shouted, breaking character for just a brief moment. He was 
already one edge as it was without the announcer pushing him to lose his temper. | 
mean, seriously; he KNEW the answer to that question, don’t make Yosuke play 
along with this stupid game just for shits and giggles. His dignity was already 
smashed into the ground without the announcer taking a shit all over it. “I mean... 
like, no way.” Yosuke coughed, trying to reestablish character. Well at least they all 
knew Yosuke would make a great valley girl if he were born with a vagina. Which he 
thankfully was not. 


“I've already had about enough of this, but there's still more to come! Up next, our 
third contestant! She has the mildly bitter tang of the city, and she's made more 
girls cry than there are stars in the sky! Presenting our transfer student who's been 
breaking hearts in the second-year Class 2, Yu-chan!” The announcer went on, 
extending his hand out towards the side. At first it seemed like Yu had missed his 
cue; in actuality, he just needed a shove from Yukiko to get him going. And even 


then, he did try to run back off stage. Which was understandable, because when 
you had silver hair like Yu; you kinda looked like an old hag when you wore a dress. 
Especially since he was carrying a plastic sword for some inexplicable reason. Justin 
sighed, running his fingers down the length of his face in what he could best 
describe as his fingers trying their damndest not to gouge the eyeballs out. 


“The sad part about this is |’m never going to be able to have a bromance with any 
of these people after today.” Justin sighed to himself. Not that he really wanted to 
get in a bromance with those three anyway. Justin and Yosuke still butted heads too 
much for that even to be viable. Like; they didn’t hate each other, but they got on 
each other’s nerves way too often to say they liked each other. Kanji... Well, Justin 
had no intention of starting a bromance with a man who was probably bisexual. You 
never know where that could accidentally lead. Yu was alright he supposed; though 
they didn’t talk enough to justify a bromance, and when they did, it was usually 
about serious relationship shit and what not. Which Justin would really appreciate if 
Yu would stop talking about that crap. 


“Sounds like your entrance is causing quite a stir! Did you sign yourself up?” The 
announcer continued in his never ending quest to make the boys look like complete 
weirdos and idiots. Yu hadn’t even taken his place yet, and when he did, he just sort 
of rolled his eyes and crossed his arms. He was still pretty damn pissed about this. 
How come Justin was the only one the girls hadn’t considered signing-up? Well 
except Naoto, but you know how those two got. He was on the girls’ side too, you 
know. 


“My friends forced me...” Yu sighed, glaring slightly at the girls on the side of the 
curtain he had just come from. They were pretty quick to awkwardly wave and run 
off. They didn’t need the spotlight on them after all; hell they didn’t need people to 
know the guys had been forced into it as it was, but Yu blew that plan out of the 
water right away. Maybe they should have gagged the fucker. 


“Tell him Chie Satonaka did it!” Yosuke ordered Yu, perhaps not realizing that if he 
was going to pin the blame on anyone, blaming it on Chie was a bad idea. Why? 
Because then both Justin AND Chie would kick his ass. “Damn that Kashiwagi... How 
dare she tear way our innocence like this! Now I'm scarred for life, dammit!” Yosuke 
moaned to himself, practically on the verge of tears. 


“Our last contestant already has a reputation for putting on a good show on stage. 
All the way from California, her bark is almost as bad as her bite; let’s give a round 
of applause for Justin-chan of Class 2!” The announcer went on, perhaps realizing it 
wasn’t quite as fun humiliating these guys when everyone knew they weren’t doing 
it purposely now. Justin give Maya one last pat on the back as she took a deep 
breath, slowly making her way on stage. She had to remember she was acting like 
Justin though, so she was sure to flip off the audience while she did it. Not really her 
kind of thing, but whatever; anything to sell the image. | think you can imagine not 


only the wave of relief in the crowd as the next contestant actually looked like a girl, 
but also the complete and utter shock from the boys as they caught on that Justin 
had no intention of coming out. Their eyes darted away from Maya for only a brief 
second to see Justin hiding behind the other curtain, a devilish smirk on his face. Oh 
that motherfucker, taking the cheap way out. 


“Maya? What the hell are you doing?” Yosuke whispered rather loudly past Yu to ask 
the question on everyone’s mind. What did she get out of this besides the 
satisfaction of knowing she made a better girl than a bunch of guys. Maya was 
about to sign off a response when she remembered that she was supposed to be 
imitating Justin, and couldn’t really, you know, do that? Instead she just tried to 
mouth the words to the best of her ability. 


“I could ask you the same.” She remarked sarcastically, rolling her eyes a bit before 
turning her attention back out to the crowd. Lot of disgusting comments circulating 
in the air at the moment; mostly how the guy’s would ‘hit it.’ She wasn’t sure if she 
should be flattered, what with everyone under the preconception she was a guy and 
all, she must have looked divine if she was making straight men gay, or if she 
should feel nothing but disgust in her chest. | think the announcer might have been 
onto Maya’s game the whole time though, because he didn’t even bother to ask her 
a question, perhaps realizing he wouldn’t really get any satisfaction out of teasing a 
girl for dressing up like a girl. Which was a good thing, because Justin hadn't really 
accounted for the fact that Maya wouldn’t be able to answer that question, with a 
voice or not. She had to sound like him after all. 


It wasn’t too long after that that votes began to circulate in. Not that they really 
needed to wait for people to punch in their choice to know who had won this little 
competition. After all, who here was the more attractive woman than the only 
person that actually had a vagina? Maya wasn’t really one to get onto pageants, 
especially pageants for the opposite gender, but there was something so joyful in 
people actually thinking she was pretty. No one used to think that about her back in 
California; t’was kind of sad actually. “And the winner of this year's "Miss" Yasogami 
Pageant is... the lovable hardass from Class 2; Ms. Justin!” Maya immediately 
jumped a bit with joy, excited in her victory. At least she did until Yu stopped her 
from getting too excited. If Justin was going to cheat his way out of this, at the very 
least he expected the plan to work. And that wasn’t going to happen if ‘Justin’ 
looked excited to win a cross-dressing competition. The only contest where the 
losers are the true winner. Maya calmed down almost immediately, remembering 
she wasn’t supposed to be happy about this; even if deep down inside she was. 


“As our champion, Ms. Justin will receive a very special prize... Later this afternoon, 
we will be hosting the Miss Yasogami Pageant, with actual beauties this time!” Right 
to Maya’s self esteem. No seriously, that comment hit her like a bullet dipped in 
nitrogen. Apparently she wasn’t ‘really a beauty.’ | mean, yeah she wasn’t supposed 
to be, but you could tell the announcer knew that was a girl and he was just being 


an ass. Which is why Justin threw a shoe at him once the lights went out and 
everyone left the stage. “Your reward is a position as an honorary judge in that 
pageant!” 


“A-An honorary judge...? That's one lame prize for what you gotta go through...” 
“Yosuke, did you REALLY want to win this contest?” 


“Good point.” 


“But that’s still not all for the Culture Festival’s main event! There’s still more to 
come in the Miss Yasogami Pageant.” 


And now for the REAL highlight of the day. Justin was sitting along a desk that had 
been positioned at the foot of the stage, toothpick between his teeth, feet up on the 
table. The other judges had told him to put his feet down, but then Justin reminded 
them that he just had to wear a skirt for an hour, even if it was technically Maya 
who had done it; he’d be damned if they were going to tell him what to do after 
that. And what do you know, it worked. The other guys weren’t too far away from 
the judging table; in talking distance to Justin at the very least. Maya was going to 
join them, but she still hadn’t managed to get the hair dye out; and they didn’t need 
people catching on that Justin had cheated the contest, so unless she got it out 
soon, she was staying out of the public eye. Figures she does something nice and 
ends up getting punished as a result. 


“The judging continues! Can you hear the crowd going wild!? Now, for our next 
contestant, Ms. Chie Satonaka of the second-year's Class 2! Come on out, Chie!” 
The announcer introduced the girl, before pointing his arm towards one side of the 
stage. Miss Kashiwagi and that one fat girl who would now be known as Mars’s older 
cousin were already on stage, much to Justin’s disgust and disinterest; though the 
moment Chie got announced he did this slow, almost sarcastic clap from where he 
was sitting. He knew Chie didn’t want to do this, as was evident by the way she very 
slowly crept out on stage, her face burrowed into the neck of her jumper, but even 
then Justin WAS putting his vote on Chie as it was. Might as well give her a little 
encouragement. Chie waved timidly at the crowd, struggling to maintain eye 
contact with anyone in the audience. “Tell us a little bit about yourself!” 


“U-Um, I'm kind of shy and reserved... And my favorite food is... pudding.” Chie lied, 
pretty damn clearly. You Know when even Yosuke could call you on your bluff, you 
did a shit job of trying to pass off a lie as true. Furthermore, Chie wasn’t exactly 
unpopular at school; she knew practically everyone by this point. That said, her love 
for Kung-Fu and steak was more or less well-known by everyone in the building at 
this point. Shy and reserved was debatable; she kind of was, unless you pissed her 
off in which case she would kick your ass in a heartbeat. 


“Would you steak the trophy on that answer, Miss Chie?” Justin remarked 
sarcastically, microphone in hand. That was probably the worst part about Maya 
winning the cross-dressing contest; it meant Justin could filter all his smart-ass 
thoughts through a speaker. Chie immediately glared at Justin, a little annoyed she 
was going to call her out on that right here right now. He got to lie on stage, so so 
did she. 


“Hey, shut up!” 


“Thank you very much! Up next, another contestant from Class 2, Ms. Yukiko 
Amagi!” The announcer interrupted the two’s lover quarrel. There’s be plenty of 
time for snide ass questions later; for the moment, they needed to get everyone 
else on stage. And given that Rise and Yukiko where the ones up next, the sooner 
he got those two out the better. It was really a shame that’s who most of the guys 
were here for. Justin would have you know Chie was just as attractive, if not more 
than those two combined. In his eyes anyway; which admittedly weren’t that great. 
Yukiko was a little less timid about taking the stage, though she just seemed 
confused once she actually got up there; like she didn’t know what to say. The 
announcer had asked Chie a question, but for some reason he remained silent when 
Yukiko entered. Guess she was just going to improve. 


“H-Hello, my name is Yukiko Amagi. Um, my family runs the Amagi Inn. If you ever 
find yourself in the area, please give us a visit. Our hot springs are open to the 
public year-round, so whenever you're in the mood to enjoy them, please drop 
by...” Yukiko introduced herself, a slight smile on her face. You could practically 
hear Yu slapping himself in the forehead as the remark hit her ears. It was slowly 
staring to occur to everyone this week that they were all in love with idiots. Yukiko 
wasn’t stupid, mind you; just clueless. Really, really, clueless. 


“I'll take twenty.” Justin remarked snidely. After all, Yukiko did somehow manage to 
turn a beauty pageant into a sales pitch. Not that she really got what Justin meant 
when he said that either; to her, it actually was a request to get twenty. Of what, 
she didn’t know. Maybe it was orders of food; after all, the Amagi Inn did that too. 
But why was he ordering it here was the question. 


“Alright, that'll do nicely! Next up, a very familiar face-from the first-year Class 2, 
Ms. Rise Kujikawa!” The announcer went on, not really caring that Yukiko had kind 
of flubbed that up. He was much more of a Risette kind of guy himself anyway; 
which was kind of creepy. Could anyone please just go to one of these pageants and 
not make it about who they wanted to bang... Wait, wasn’t Justin doing that exact 
thing at the judging table? N-Not that he wanted to get it on with Chie... Wait... did 
he? Impossible question, if he said yes, he was a pervert, if he said no, he was a 
really douche boyfriend. There was no way out of the paradox Justin had manage to 
trap himself in. But yeah, Rise took the stage after that, and for once, someone 
actually knew what they were doing with this kind of shit. Hell she even blew a kiss 


out to the audience. Justin swore he saw someone fall over from having a heart 
attack. Note to self; celebrities kill. 


“Hi-hi! My name's Rise Kujikawa! | haven't been in town very long, but it's a great 
place and I'm 100% thrilled to be here! So sorry that I'm not working as an idol right 
now! Risette's gonna do her best, so | hope you'll all cheer for me!” Rise remarked 
excitedly, crowd roaring for their favorite idol all the while. It would surprise Justin if 
she didn’t win, even with Justin’s vote already going to Chie. There were two other 
judges after all, and they seemed to have their mind made up already. 


“The real Risette ladies and gentlemen, in the flesh! Thank you very much! Next is 
the mysterious transfer student of the first-year's Class 1, Ms. Naoto Shirogane!” 
The announcer remarked, his motor clearly having been revved up by Rise’s 
‘performance.’ Seriously, had no one noticed her around school before or 
something. It’s not like anyone was wearing a bikini or anything, they weren’t 
seeing anything new. Besides; what kind of idiot would turn this into a swimsuit 
competition? Well besides Yosuke. And maybe Teddie. Maybe. Naoto was a lot more 
reluctant to get on stage. How reluctant? You know those hooks they use in old 
cartoons to drag someone off stage when they sucked? Yeah, they had to use one 
of those to get her ON stage. She was pretty damn uncomfortable from the looks of 
it, and Justin had to briefly wonder where her hat went. 


“...1-l’m Naoto Shirogane. It's hard to believe I'm up on stage at a pageant like this... 
This is beyond my wildest imaginings... I-l really don't know what to say...” Naoto 
introduced herself, trying to play the role as best she could, cheeks red hot. At the 
very least, this would hopefully get rid of those love letters. No one could possibly 
think she was a guy anymore after this, right? “...C-Can | step back now...?” She 
requested after a moment, turning her attention to the announcer. Too bad that by 
signing Justin up for that cross-dressing pageant she had practically sealed her own 
fate. 


“No, you're going to keep standing there and you're going to like it. In fact; go all 
the way up to the front of the stage.” Justin instructed. Every one of the male 
members of the Investigation Team applauded as Justin showed her what for. They 
weren’t sure if she signed up anyone other than Justin; but this was still good 
payback none the less. Naoto growled a bit before taking a deep breath, clenching 
her fists together tightly, eyes clutched shut as she forcefully tip-toed closer to the 
edge of the stage. “Perfect. Now just stay there for the rest of the pageant.” 


“And with that, all six uniquely beautiful contestants are on stage!” The announcer 
remarked ecstatically, trying to draw some applause from the crowd. He failed for 
the most part. | guess everyone was just wondering why Naoto had to stand at the 
front of the stage like that. Looked pretty embarrassing to be honest. Good. Justin 
hoped it was. “Now, let's have our special judge, Mr. Justin, ask them some 
questions.” The announcer continued, turning his eyes down at the boy with his feet 


on the table. He was probably supposed to get up on stage to ask this shit, but he 
didn’t feel like moving. He simply detached the microphone from the stand in front 
of him and held it towards his mouth. 


“Good evening ladies and gentlemen; my name is Justin Tylor and today all of you 
are my bitch.” Justin remarked snidely, a sarcastic tone to his voice as he leaned 
back and forth on the back legs of the chair he was sitting on, legs rested 
comfortably across the desk in front of him. The girls weren’t sure whether they 
liked being called Justin’s bitch, but it was pretty clear he was just putting ona 
show. Wasn't worth getting in an argument over at the least. “I don’t think there’s 
any question where my votes going to, but my contract legally forces me to make 
at least thirteen smartass remarks in a one hour period; so let’s get to it, shall we? 
Chie; a train leaves Chicago for Detroit going 60 mph. At the same time, on an 
adjacent track, a train leaves Detroit heading for Chicago going 45 mph. Detroit is 
280 miles from Chicago. How far are the trains from Chicago when they pass?” 


“...What?” Chie remarked rather blankly. She didn’t get any of that at all. How did 
that even have anything to do with a beauty pageant anyway? | mean, she got that 
Justin wasn’t actually being serious with these questions, but come on; at least try 
to be relevant. Not that it mattered anyway, it seemed that though the question had 
been aimed at Chie, Yukiko had quickly discovered the answer. 


“Oh, | Know! It’s 160 miles!” Yukiko remarked cheerfully. Justin had pretty much just 
made the numbers up on the spot, so he wasn’t sure if that was accurate or not; but 
given that this was Yukiko, he was going to assume it was. He was only surprised 
she was able to work the math out for that so quickly. It was like... five seconds 
before she had an answer. 


“Five hundred points to Yukiko. Too bad the points don’t matter. That’s right, the 
points are just like a stripper’s name. It just doesn’t matter.” Justin shrugged his 
shoulders a bit. He probably should have asked Yukiko a question, but since she 
seemed to have answered Chie’s, he was just going to let her have that one. 
“Alright, your turn Rise. In a village, the barber shaves everyone who does not 
shave himself/herself, but no one else. Who shaves the barber?” 


“Uh... a second barber?” Rise questioned after a moment. She didn’t put too much 
thought into her answer, maybe because she was smart enough to realize there 
was no answer to a paradox. Didn’t mean Justin wasn’t going to pretend there WAS 
a right answer though, and that Rise hadn’t even come close. He quickly slapped 
the side of his microphone to create a booming noise through the speakers. He 
didn’t have a buzzer, so that would have to do. 


“Incorrect; minus 500 points.” 


“But | thought the points didn’t matter?” 


“Right, they’re just like what your girlfriend has to say when the game’s on.” Justin 
remarked sarcastically, though Chie sure as hell didn’t take it that way. “Hey don’t 
look at me, | don’t even like sports. Anyway. Hey Naoto, how’s it hanging up there? 
Can we get a spotlight?” Justin questioned, turning towards the lighting booth in the 
back of the auditorium. Despite the fact that it was pretty clear Justin was doing this 
to be an asshole, whoever was operating the lights seemed happy to oblige. After 
all, she DID love drama. “Right, perfect, thank. Alright Naoto, here’s the million 
dollar question. You answer this right you go home with nothing because we don’t 
actually have any prize money; but if you answer it wrong... Well pretty much the 
same thing, but you'll feel REALLY bad afterwards. Okay, here’s the question. Why 
are you such a bitch?” 


“I... beg your pardon?” Naoto questioned. She had to answer a question like this 
with the spotlight on her? That was really not fair in the slightest, not to mention 
completely humiliating. That was probably the point though in retrospect. Justin 
sighed before turning around to face the lighting booth again. 


“Can we turn the sound on the microphone up? Testing. Perfect, great.” Justin 
thanked whoever was working behind the scenes before slamming his microphone 
against the table hard, the feedback being painful to pretty much everyone in the 
room. “I’m sorry, | couldn’t hear that answer over the feedback; would you mind 
repeating that?” 


“I’m not going to-“ Boom, once again. It was clear Justin wasn’t going to stop until 
he got an answer. Naoto pushed her hands into her ears, flinching as the electronic 
booming sound of the microphone hitting the table echoed across the entire 
auditorium. Now it was just a matter of how she could answer that question without 
Justin being unsatisfied and hitting the microphone again. “...Because I’m a horrible 
person.” She lied through her teeth, just to get Justin to stop with the microphone. 


“lam so happy | was recording this session on my cell-phone. Alright, that’s it for 
my questions. You guys still need time to put your votes in, or can | just...?” Justin 
turned towards the other judges. At the moment, they were still holding their ears 
from the booming sound of the microphone earlier. Well if they weren’t going to 
give their input, then he was just going to go ahead and end this charade. “Okay 
great, Chie wins. | now pronounce us Miss and Miss Yasogami. Now everyone, go 
home.” 


“What!? Me!?” 


“No, the other Chie. The one that doesn’t ask as many questions.” 


“Hey guys, what’s going on over here?” 


Well both the pageants were over, thankfully, and though Chie was pretty damn 
pissed at Justin for declaring her Miss Yasogamii. It was flattering, don’t get her 
wrong; but come on. It was a pageant, no one wanted to have the honor of having 
guys harassing her over being the apparent prize of the school. Thank god most 
people had figured out the contest had been rigged by Justin at that point. At least, 
they had once they could hear their thoughts over the buzzing in their ears. At the 
moment it seemed most of the gang had been present, as well as Nanako. Seemed 
Dojima thought it would be a good idea to bring Nanako on down to enjoy the 
activities. It wasn’t a half bad idea in all honesty; though it did beg the question 
where Dojima was. “Where’s your dad, Nanako?” 


“Oh, he just left. Nanako’s going to hang out with us for the night.” Yukiko remarked 
with excitement. Nanako certainly seemed excited anyway, a wide grin across her 
face all the while. Ah, there was nothing sweeter than a child’s laughter. Or in this 
case just a child’s smile. Justin was a little confused all the same. As much as he 
enjoyed Nanako’s company, Yukiko’s choice of words were... interesting. For the 
night. Was she having a sleep over at Yukiko’s or something? 


“For the night?” 


“Mhmm.” Yukiko confirmed, a quick nod of her head. “I promised you guys a while 
ago that we could have a celebration at my place. | figured why not today.” Yukiko 
explained for Justin, since he hadn’t really been present when Yukiko announced 
she was opening the doors to the rest of the team. Hell, almost everyone was 
already getting ready; the exception being Chie, who still was dealing with the 
politics that were apparently involved with being Miss Yasogami. And by that | 
meant they needed to take pictures of her for the yearbook. She was needless to 
say fighting them every step of the way. 


“Wait really?” Justin questioned. Yukiko just nodded a bit in response, still smiling. “| 
guess I'll, uh... pack some sh-eh, uh... shirts. Yeah. That’s what | was going to say.” 


“Aww... We're in different rooms...” 


The guys had all been grouped in one room together for the night, Teddie included. 
Truth be told, it was hard to really call it a party when the girls were nowhere to be 
found, but Justin was almost entirely positive Naoto and Chie would kill him right 
now given the chance, so that might be for the better. Still, it was a nice room; 
there was just this relaxing atmosphere to the place. Justin was certainly enjoying 
himself. Mostly because they had a ping-pong table. Yu was actually pretty damn 
good at ping-pong apparently; this one ball had been in play for at least a good 
three minutes now. 


“Well... Duh.” Yosuke countered. He’d figure that would be obvious; but then, this 
was Teddie they were talking about, so maybe it wasn’t that surprising that he 
wanted to be bunking with the girls. It did make it kind of ironic that this remark 
was coming out of Yosuke’s mouth, but hey; let’s not go starting shit where shit did 
not need to be started. Just sit back, and enjoy the mesmerizing motion of the white 
ping-pong ball bouncing back and forth. 


“It's one thing if they were next door, but they're so far away...” Teddie moaned, 
like a child in a toy store begging for the last Darth Vader action figure. N-Not that 
Justin would know from experience or anything like that. Never met anyone like 
that. Aha. Ha... Ha. You’re not buying this for a second are you? 


“Yukiko said there weren't that many open rooms, so they're up on another floor. 
First thing they're gonna do is take Nanako-chan to the hot springs.” Yosuke 
explained to Teddie. It wasn’t like they had made that decision intentionally, and 
even if they did, after the humiliation Yosuke went through today, he kind of wanted 
them as far away as humanly possible. Teddie seemed so disappointed at first, but 
the moment Yosuke brought up the hot springs Teddie was struck by an abundance 
of joy. 


“I-Is it one of those ‘girls and guys together’ springs!?” He questioned with great 
enthusiasm, reaching out for his great banking of creepy pervertedness from the 
depths of his heart. Justin got a feeling it was going to get worse if someone didn’t 
Slap him upside the head, so he decided instead of volleying the ping-pong ball 
back to Yu, he was going to whack it over at Teddie. The good news is it was a bulls- 
eye; knocked him right down to the floor. Bad news was Yu ended up getting the 
point. Dammit. 


“Whoops; hand slipped.” 


“| don't wanna take more'n one bath if | don't have to. Why don't we take a dip 
before we hit the sack?” Kanji remarked, trying to change the subject from Justin 
more or less assaulting Teddie before it kicked off. God knows once Justin started to 
argue over something there was no stopping the fucker. Justin was ready to serve 
the second ball, but the moment that comment hit his ears, he had to stop himself 
from taking a swing. 


“That’s some pretty disgusting reasoning for getting in the hot springs; but | will 
admit, it sounds fun.” Justin shrugged slightly before turning his attention back over 
to Yu, smacking the ball over the net and recommencing the exchange of ping-pong 
balls back and forth. “Springs are shallow right?” 


“They'd probably go up to your neck, but you should be fine.” Kanji explained for 
Justin. It was no secret to any of them by this point that Justin couldn’t swim; though 
to what extent, no one could say. Was he one of those guys that just kind of 
struggled to stay afloat, but could if they didn’t mind flailing their arms, or was he 


one of those guys that sunk like a stone? In the end though, | suppose it didn’t 
matter. The guy wasn’t going swimming anytime soon, so just how well he could 
swim was irrelevant in the long run. “By the way... 'sup with this room? It looks 
pretty expensive...” Kanji changed the subject. Something about this place had 
been rubbing him the wrong way, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on what. 


“Oh, you thought so too? Normally a room like this wouldn't be open during the 
busy season... | was trying not to think about it, but... You don't think something 
happened here, do you?” Yosuke mused out loud. It seemed odd to get such a good 
room during such a busy time for the Inn. Who knows, maybe Yukiko had been 
planning this for a while, so she reserved the room in advance. After all, Justin 
sincerely doubted there was something wrong with the room; Yukiko wouldn’t have 
rented the room out to them if there was something wrong with the place. 


“Senpai...? What're you all... quiet about?” Kanji questioned. As Yosuke’s inquiry 
slowly dragged on, he slowly grew quieter and quieter, in what would best be 
described as a horrifying revelation striking him. It was on the tip of his tongue, but 
he just couldn’t put his finger on it. He knew something was wrong though; he could 
just feel it. 


“Now that you mention it-“ Yosuke mumbled to himself. At least he had been until 
the phone started ringing. Despite Yu and Justin playing ping-pong, and thus the 
sound of plastic hitting wood was echoing through the room, it was still pretty quiet, 
so the sudden noise scared the ever living shit out of... well everyone. Justin ended 
up missing the ball Yu had rebounded his way because of it. “G-Geez, that freaked 
me out! Y-You answer it, Kanji!” 


“That does NOT count.” Justin remarked with annoyance as Kanji got up to answer 
the phone, a look of annoyance on his face the whole time. Yu just shook his head, 
denying Justin’s request for a redo on that last round, a smirk on his face the whole 
time. 


“All's fair in love and war.” 
“Well then | guess that means war.” 


“Well it certainly wasn’t love.” Yu shook his head, sighing a bit before throwing the 
ping-pong ball up and serving it back Justin’s way. 


“Hello? Oh, | see! Cool, thanks! That was the front desk. Said the hot springs should 
be pretty empty right now.” Kanji called back out to the rest of the group, hanging 
up the phone to pass along the news to everyone else. See, the inn had a policy 
that had the girls and guy’s separated during separate hours of the day, which 
made sense of course, but you know, it made it difficult to keep track. As would be 
evident pretty damn soon. 


“Wow, Amagi Inn, great service... | broke out in a cold sweat...” Yosuke remarked 
cynically. He didn’t come here to get the shit scared out of him. He came here to 
relax after the most humiliating day of his life. He swore, if it weren’t for the free 
room tonight, Yosuke would consider never speaking to the girls again. They had to 
be pure evil to go through with something so... WICKED. 


“Well, c'mon then, let's go wash it off.” 


“Again; there’s a difference between a spring and a bath.” 


“Wow, you’re good!” 


The girls were all enjoying themselves in the spring at the moment, pulling all sorts 
of weird tricks as they floated about in the warm waters. Well; everyone except 
Maya, who refused to get in the water for some reason. Hell, she didn’t even get 
changed out of her clothes to jump in. The girls had to wonder if it was because she 
was just shy or something. After all, it took some degree of courage to strip down to 
get in a hot spring; even if they did wear towels. In truth, it was because Maya 
wasn’t stupid/ 


“You sure you don’t want to come in?” Chie called out to Maya, practically pleading 
with the girl to get her in the pooling hot water. It was kind of awkward with Maya 
sitting there watching; they should all be having fun right now. Besides, didn’t she 
want to get that hair dye out? | mean, yeah, she had tried washing it out earlier, so 
most of it was out already, but the hot water would surely get the rest of it, right? 
Maya rolled her eyes before shaking her head, making a couple gestures of her 
hands. There was only a couple problems with that though. “Uh... I’m sorry, | don’t 
really...” Chie began. She was a bit ashamed to admit she had no idea what Maya 
was trying to say. She didn’t speak sign-language after all, even though she wished 
she did. Maya was her friend after all, but she just had such a hard time learning 
other languages that it was hard for her to put in the effort to be able to 
communicate with the girl. 


Maya shook her head before extending her wrist and pointing her index finger at it, 
like pointing to an invisible watch. She couldn’t communicate through traditional 
sign-language apparantly, so instead she was going to have to try out charades. Not 
that any of the girls really picked up on even this incredibly obvious gesture. It 
seemed Maya’s warnings were going to go unherd tonight. It was much too late 
anyway. As Chie was staring at Maya, she was suddenly struck the blunt force of 
something leaping off the platform above. Teddie to be more precise. 


“Oooh, what a great spring! I’ll show you all my Teddie-paddle!” Teddie shouted 
with enthusiasm as he rebounded off Chie’s skull. Chie, needless to say was pretty 


damn pissed. She’d strangle Teddie right now if he didn’t just dislocate her neck. 
She had to snap it back in place before she could beat the boy to a bloody pulp. 


“Christ it’s hot in here-“ Justin mumbled as he walked through the door, following 
behind the others. It was strange; he was the last one in, yet the first to notice they 
weren’t alone in here. Partially, because Maya stuck out like a sore thumb just 
leaning against a wall nearby. Christ, how was she not suffocating with her hoodie 
on in this place? It was killing Justin, and all he was wearing was a towel around his 
waist. “Guys... Don’t move. Their vision is based on movement.” 


“Y-Y-You guys!?” Chie remarked with great shock and anger. What were the guys 
thinking just running in her? Trying to get a peak at them naked or something? Yeah 
that wasn’t going to fly. It was like the girls were all on one wave length as they all 
simultaneously reached for some near by baskets. Justin assumed at first they were 
going to use it to try and hide themselves from the boys (not that they could see 
anything anyway, and not that Justin wanted to.) Instead the simply began to toss 
them at the boys. And technically by extension Maya, since she got in the way to try 
and stop the girls from over-reacting. She had tried to warn them several times that 
according to the schedule this was the guys’ time. But did they want to listen? 
NOOOOoooo. So yeah, they group was very quickly and indiscriminately pelted with 
baskets, no regard to their safety as they were whacked from every direction. “Get 
out!!” 


“Out!? It’s our time for the springs, YOU get out!” Justin countered; trying to defend 
their presence here. He would not apologize when the girls were clearly the ones in 
the wrong. 


“Retreat!” Yu shouted back to the others, trying to escape before the barrage got 
any worse. It was pretty bad as it was after all, and he’d rather not risk getting hit in 
the balls by a huge object like that after all. Hell, Maya was taking quite a beating 
herself, and she wasn’t even involved. It didn’t matter if they were right or wrong, 
they just needed to get out. Justin begged to differ. 


“No! This is OUR time in the springs. They are the invaders and we must defend our 
right to the springs!” Justin tried to encourage the group. “You all know the mission, 
and what is at stake. | have come to trust each of you with my life- but | have also 
heard murmurs of discontent. | share your concerns. We are trained for fighting 
shadows; we would be legends, but the records are sealed. Glory in battle is not our 
way; but that doesn’t mean we should just back down! Before diplomacy, there 
were soldiers! Our influence stopped the shadows, but before that we held the line! 
Our influence stopped Mitsuo, but before that, we held the line! Our influence will 
stop the girls from pegging shit at us; in the battle today, we will hold the lin-” Justin 
never even got to finish his speech. Just as quickly as he was beginning to win the 
morale of his friends in battle, he was truck upside the head with a basket and 
knocked out cold. 


“Okay, fuck this. Drag him out of here. We’re retreating!” 


“Dammit... | checked again, and sure enough, the hot spring's supposed to be for 
men at that hour... They're so evil... Evil, | tell you...” 


Everyone had gathered back in the boys room to lick their wounds; even Maya, who 
got a pretty nasty bump on her head. Plus she had sided with the guys, so she was 
more than welcome in their room if she just wanted to chill out. Justin had regained 
conscious only a few moments earlier, but even then, he was a little delirious. 
Getting hit in the head would do that to you after all. At the moment, Yosuke was 
pretty much crying at this point. Lady luck was practically trying to rape him at this 
point. 


“| dunno why, but my head's all bumpy...” Teddie remarked with confused interest 
as he patted his head. He probably had nothing on Justin as far as head injuries 
went, but still; the girls did nail them all pretty hard. 


“Those're lumps from the pails whacking you in the head. You got lumps, man. 
Ahaha...ha...” Kanji began to laugh a bit at Teddie’s ignorance, but then he 
remembered he had a few himself, at which point he simply sighed with discontent. 
Why was it anytime the girls were involved with anything they somehow managed 
to fuck up everything for the guys too? 


“Hey... guys...? Did you, uh... see anything?” Yosuke questioned. He was hoping to 
god there was at least some bright side to this; and that was having some wank 
material for later. Justin would have smacked him if he too wasn’t looking for some 
Brightside to all of this. Plus, he was still a little delusional from getting struck up 
the head. He just felt dizzy, and he couldn’t really think straight. 


“No.” 
“None whatsoever...” 


“| think... Wait... No, that was Rise’s head. Never mind.” Justin sighed. So close. If 
only he hadn't really thought about it; he could have given the guys some sense of 
hope. Maya timidly raised her hand up a bit, though it goes without saying she 
didn’t really count since she was girl herself. Wasn’t like she was looking for that 
kind of stuff, but when the girls kept diving into the springs with nothing but a towel 
on, it went without saying that Maya saw a little more than she wanted to. Oh well; 
she could live with it. 


“Dammit... | lead a cursed life... Let's just go to bed...” Yosuke finally decided, 
falling backwards on the floor to stare up at the ceiling. He probably should have 
kicked Maya out of the room if he wanted to go to bed, but quite honestly, he didn’t 
mind. Maya was kind of like one of the guys in a lot of ways. She always seemed to 


get wrapped up in the guy’s sorrows, and, well... She didn’t really get as bitchy 
about everything as the other girls did. Remember how Chie had earned the title of 
bro with a vagina? Maya may have stolen that from her without her knowledge; 
because that’s essentially what she was. Just one of the guys. 


“...Hold it, Senpai. Do you... hear something?” Kanji stopped Yosuke before he could 
close his eyes shut. Everyone stood absolutely still, trying to identify whatever it 
was Kanji thought he heard. Sure enough, there was this echo, almost wiling sound 
that rang through the room. It was very soft, but it did creep the fuck out of the 
guys. And Maya especially; she was superstitious as fuck, so she immediately 
assumed it was a ghost. And the best place to hide when you encounter a ghost 
was under the ping-pong table obviously enough. It was amazing no one pointed 
out how ridiculous she looked hiding under there. “D-Don't tell me... Is there one 
here...?” 


“One here? O-One what...? Dude, what are you talking about?” 


“This room... It's the one that announcer was staying in before she died! My mom 
was talking about it!” And with that, it finally struck Kanji what had rubbed him the 
wrong way about this room. And let’s just say it wasn’t a good thing in the slightest. 
After all, the thought of someone DEAD being in this room... This couldn’t possibly 
be legal to continue renting this room out, right!? 


“Oh God, you said it! | was trying to block it out, and you had to go and say it! S-So 
that's why there's talismans here... Yukiko... That witch tempted us here knowing 
full well...! Dammit! First the hot spring, now this! We've been completely suckered! 
Ohhhh crap... There's no way I'm sleeping through this!” Yosuke immediately began 
to panic; or at least, he did until Justin and Yu both simultaneously slapped him, 
trying to bring him back to his senses. It KINDA worked, but not really. 


“Get a hold of yourself. There’s no such thing as ghosts; and even if there was, | 
ain’t afraid of no ghosts.” Justin muttered angrily to Yosuke. In actuality, Yosuke was 
probably not the guy they should have been keeping an eye on this entire time. No; 
it was the usual suspects that always ended up getting them in trouble, and while 
Yosuke usually WAS the usual suspect, there was someone else that usually 
dragged them into some pretty shitty situations. And his name began with a T. 


“I've made up my mind! I'm going to Yuki-chan's room! | can't sleep soundly unless 
I'm watching everyone's sleeping faces as | drift off.” Teddie declared. He didn’t 
even wait for a response before skipping off, mind already set on doing this. Which 
was a bad idea, because now Justin and Yu had bloody murder in his eyes. If Teddie 
even thought of doing this with Chie or Yukiko, he was going to wish they left him 
there with the girls at the hot springs. 


“Wha-sleeping faces!? Are you gonna sneak into their room!? You can't be... Hey!” 


“It's a surprise awakening... no, a surprise break-in... This is Teddie, reporting in!” 


So, against everyone’s better judgement, they had somehow managed to get 
dragged into the girls room. Mostly to stop Teddie from doing what he was doing, 
but Yu, Justin, and Maya soon discovered Yosuke and Kanji had no intention of 
leaving without payback. They did realize that once the girls caught them, which 
they would, this wouldn’t really be payback as much as it was suicide. Maya was 
kind of disgusted by all of this, but hey; she wasn’t going to object. Plus, it wasn’t 
like she was going to get in trouble for going to her own room. She had to wonder 
why her key-card wasn’t working though. Justin had to pick the lock to let her inside. 
And that’s the ONLY reason he got that door open. 


“Oh, check it out, a hairbrush. And it's got long strands of hair on it...!” Kanji 
muttered, digging through the girls shit in search of... Uh... I’m not actually sure. 
Probably something stupid though. | mean who the hell gets turned on by a hair on 
a hairbrush? Kanji apparantly. 


“You people are idiots! You realize we’re going to get castrated if they wake up and 
find us here!” Justin scolded everyone as silently as he possibly could to avoid 
waking sleeping dogs. He’d rather walk out with his testicles right where they were 
thank you very much. “You can’t be serious doing this!” 


“Damn straight. It's time | got revenge for the campout...!” Kanji rebutted. He had 
about enough of the girls kicking his ass for shit that was THEIR fault. Well; to be 
fair the whole thing with the tent kind of fell on Kanji; BUT EVERYTHING ELSE! 


“Hey, good point! Alright, I'll get my revenge too...!” Yosuke mumbled to himself. 
Seemed he didn’t need too much convincing. 


“A-A toothbrush!” 


“It’s a toothbrush! Why do you NEED that you creep!” Justin scolded Teddie. He had 
just about enough out of the guys today. They had proven themselves to be some 
of the most disgusting human beings on the planet in a matter of minutes. And here 
Justin was feeling bad for everyone a mere ten minutes ago. Cross-dresssing then 
this. But the moment they started getting some kind of kick out of toothbrushes and 
hairs, stealing the girl’s possessions... That’s when he lost all sympathy. 


“Holy crap... My heart's pounding... But what about Nanako-chan...?” 
“Don't worry! Nanako-chan is a magnanimous girl!” 


“W-Well, that's true... But try not to wake her up. He's not part of our revenge 
scheme.” 


“Ooh... I’ve finally reached the futons! They’re fast asleep! 'Scuse me... Yuki-chan, 
I'm scared of the ghosts!” 


“A-Alright... | can do this too... T-Time to prove I'm a man! Ch-Chie-senpai, be 
gentle!” 


“Huh? One, two... Wh-Where's the rest of the futons...?” 

“Mmm, what’s going on?” 

“Sheesh... Oh my! So that's how you guys are? Awww! You should've said so!” 
“Hmmmm... Such naughty boys!” 

“A-A-Aaaaaaaaagh! Begoooooone!” 

“Holy crap! D-D-Don't touch me!” 


“We were crying our poor eyes out until now, you Know? We thought there were no 
men who appreciated our beauty... Alright, boys... I'm all yours. And not a word 
about this to anyone!” 


“C'mere, tiger!” 


